Prosperous smile broadened, "We go out to slay a lion, and we
return to boast that we have killed a mouse."
That was enough in itself. But Don Alvaro, between whom and
Prospero a bond of sympathy and alliance was tightening, made it
worse by smacking his sturdy thigh in approval.
Gianettino frankly damned them for a couple of hot-headed fools,
who, like all fools, were qtiick to condemn what was beyond their
understanding.
Prospero stiffened. In his heart, even in the worst hours of his
rancour, there had been a lingering regard for the Lord Andrea. He
had admired his obvious courage and imperturbable force and had
recognized his exceptional gifts. Towards his nephews, however, he
had stood in a natural antagonism which their upstart arrogance had
ever nourished.
"That is not civil,'* he said, in cold reproof.
"It is not intended to be civil. You give yourself too much import-
ance, Messer Prospero. You presume upon my uncle's favour."
Prospero turned *to the Admiral. "Since we came out to fight
the Infidel, and not one another, Til return to my flagship, and there
await your lordship's orders."
But the Admiral had not remained indifferent to the taunt of the
lion and the mouse, and perhaps because of that had not restrained
Gianettino's truculence. The fundamental truth of it had stung him
as only truth can sting. There was a rasp in his deep voice.
"You will await them here, sir. I will ask you to remember, and
you, Don Alvaro, that the responsibility for this expedition, like the
command of it, is mine."
"Time for plain speaking, indeed," Filippino approved him.
Don Alvaro bowed. His humorous eyes twinkled. "Your
pardon, Admiral. I had thought that you invited opinions."
"Opinions certainly, But not on what is to do. On the manner of
doing it, if you have anything to urge on that, I'll be glad to hear you."
Sternly interrogative, he looked from one to the other of them.
Don Alvaro shook his head. "I must leave it to your lordship to
determine tactics."
"The responsibility, as you've reminded us, is yours," said Prospero.
Doria smiled in his beard. "Judgment is always easier than
performance. Let us get to work."
Rapidly now, with a mastery of detail that was admirable, he
sketched his plan of attack, and having sketched it, curtly dismissed
Don Alvaro and Prospero to their vessels, each to bear his part in it,
without paying either of them the compliment of seeking his opinion.
The same sloop conveyed trie two captains aboard their respective
galleys. If tile Lord Andrea had dismissed them in resentment, their
departure had not been without resentment too. Don Alvaro de
Carbajal made bold to express it. To Prospero he condemned Andrea
Dorea's excessive care of his reputation and foretold the ruin of it in
,the eyes of an Emperor who would not thank him for avoiding the
'business on which he had been sent.
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